158 blurred, the colors more true and vivid, as they do for
the myopic person when he removes his glasses. But above
all it makes the heart glow.
I sat and talked with Alexandras in the deaf and dumb
language of the heart. In a few minutes I would have to
go. I was not unhappy about it] there are experiences so
wonderful, so unique, that the thought of prolonging
them seems like the basest form of ingratitude. If I were
not to go now then I should stay forever, turn my back
on the world, renounce everything.
I took a last stroll about the grounds. The sun had dis-
appeared, the clouds were piling upj the.brightly car-
peted plain of Messara was streaked with heavy patches
of shadow *and sulphurous gleams of light under the
leaden sky. The mountains drew nearer, became massive
and ominous in their changing depths of blue. A moment
ago the world had seemed ethereal, dream-like, a shift-
ing, evanescent panorama 5 suddenly it had gathered sub-
stance and weight, the shimmering contours massed them-
selves in orchestral formation, the eagles swooped out
of their eyries and hung in the sky like sultry messengers
of the gods.
I said good-bye to Alexandras who was now in tears. I
turned hastily and started forward along the narrow path
which skirts the edge of the cliff. A few paces and Alexan-
dras was behind mej he had quickly gathered a little
bouquet of flowers which he pressed upon me. We saluted
again. Alexandras remained there, waving to me as I
looked back from time to time. I came to the sharp de-
clivity down which I had to wind and twist to the glen. I
took a last look back. Alexandras was still there, a tiny
speck now, but still waving his arms. The sky had become
more menacing; soon everything would be drowned In
one vast downpour. I wondered on the way down when I
would see it again, if ever. I felt somewhat saddened

